THE   BURNING   SECRET

blood oozing from the elephant's neck where the great
cat clawed. . . . Even more interesting narratives were
in store, for Sternfeldt told of how old and well-trained
elephants were used as decoys to entrap wild ones.
Edgar's eyes sparkled. . . .

Then, shattering his magic world, came the voice of
his mother, saying, as she glanced at her watch:

"Neufheures?  Au lit, Edgar!"

The boy went pale with alarm. Bedtime is for every
child a bugaboo, for it implies a putting to shame, is a
public demonstration that adults look upon a boy or
a girl of tender years as an inferior, as a creature in need
of more sleep than their Olympian selves. Doubly
poignant was the disgrace of such an implication at so
unique, so interesting a moment as that which Edgar
was experiencing.

"Oh, Mother, do let me hear just one more story
about the elephant who . . ."

He was ready to beg and pray for her leniency, when
it dawned upon him that the role of suppliant little
accorded with his new status as grown-up. Too late!
His mother, brushing his request aside, said severely:

"Non, Edgar, il se fait tard. Monte. Sois sage. Je te
raconterai toutes les histoires de Monsieur le Baron
demain."

The child hesitated. Usually his mother saw him into
bed. Still, he was not going to demean himself by beg-
ging a favour in front of this stranger. Not he! So
Edgar merely asked:

"Promise, Mother, you'll tell me everything, you
won't forget? All about the elephants . . ."

"Yes, yes."

"To-night, when you come up?"

"Yes.  Now run along with you."

How Edgar managed to bid them good night without
breaking down, he did not know. His throat ached with
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